We entered by the cow-house, the house-door being
within, at right angles to the other door. The woman
was distressed that she had a bad fire, but she heaped
up some dry peats and heather, and, blowing it with her
breath, in a short time raised a blaze that scorched us
into comfortable feelings. A small part of the smoke
found its way out of the hole of the chimney, the rest
through the open window-panes, one of which was
within the recess of the fireplace, and made a frame to the
little picture of the restless lake and the opposite shore,
seen when the outer door was open. The woman of the
house was very kind: whenever we asked her for anything
it seemed a fresh pleasure to her that she had it for us;
she always answered with a sort of softening down of the
Scotch exclamation, " Hoot! " " Ho ! yes, ye'U get that,"
and hied to her cupboard in the spence. . . . We got
oatmeal, butter, bread and milk, made some porridge, and
then departed. It was rainy and cold, with a strong
wind. . . .
The evening began to darken, and it rained so heavily
before we had gone two miles that we were completely
wet. It was dark when we landed, and on entering the
house I was sick with cold.
The good woman had provided, according to her
promise, a better fire than we had found in the morning;
and indeed when I sate down in the chimney-corner
of her smoky biggin9 I thought I had never been more
comfortable in my life. Coleridge had been there long
enough to have a pan of coffee boiling for us, and having
put our clothes in the way of drying^ we all sate down,
thankful for a shelter. We could not prevail on the man of
the house to draw near the fire, though he was cold and
wet5 or to suffer his wife to get him dry clothes till she had
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